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None - one shot 


James Hetfield lowered his guitar and scowled. He was trying to play the intro to Enter Sandman but finding it 
difficult to concentrate because of a terrible noise coming from downstairs. A noise worse than a hundred tom 


cats singing and simultaneously sharpening their claws on a school blackboard. 


"What the fuck is going on down there?" James growled. Putting his guitar down, he descended the stairs and 
headed for the living room, where the source of the noise was. Opening the door, he gasped in shock and 
horror. For he was immediately faced with the stuff of nightmares. 


Happy, bouncy synth pop blared from the record player while a guy who sounded as if he'd had his nads in the 


mangle sang bizarre and out of tune lyrics. 


Ooooh, pony dance, pony dance! 
Shake your mane, swing your Tail 
Gallop and trot onto the dance floor, 
Pony dance, PONY DANCE! 


If that wasn't terrible enough, James saw his lead guitarist and drummer dancing along to it. Kirk was shaking 


his hair as if he was trying to dislodge none existent nits and Lars was wiggling his ass in a disturbing way. 
"What the actual fuck?" James groaned. 

Kirk's head shot up and he beamed at James. "Ooh, James! Come and dance with Lars and me. It's loads of fun!" 
James went pale. Kirk and Lars advanced towards him, slightly deranged grins on their faces. 

James turned and fled, racing into the kitchen. 


There he saw Jason, cutting himself a peanut butter sandwich. James went over to him and grabbed him 


round the shoulders. 
"Come on Jason, we're going out for a beer!" 
"Huh?" Jason said, startled. "B-but my sandwich”. 


"Fuck that! I'll buy you something to eat at the bar". James steered Jason out through the door and along the 
hallway. "Come on buddy, before my sanity fucking explodes over Kirk and Lars' shitty fucking music". 


"If you insist", said Jason, sounding not at all upset. 
Lars and Kirk peeped round the door jamb, watching as James and Jason left the house. They rushed to the 


living room window, just in time to see James reverse the car out onto the street, Jason sitting in the 


passenger seat. 

Kirk looked at Lars. Lars winked. 

Then Lars went over to the record player, where the music was still screaming out. 
Shake your mane, swing your Tail! 

"James has taken Jason out on a date", he announced. 

"Yes", said Kirk, grinning. "Plan a success". 

Lars and he took the record off and cracked it in two over his knee. 


"Mission accomplished!" 


The End 


